The George Sand-

a hundred provincial middle-class women are boorish (pignouf-
lardes) to a high degree, even with pretty faces that ought to
give evidence of delicate instincts. One is surprised to find a
basis of gross self-sufficiency in these false ladies. Where is
the woman now ? She is becoming a freak in society.

Good night, my troubadour: I love you, and I embrace you
warmly; Maurice also.

G. Sand

CIV.    To GEORGE SAND

Croisset, Tuesday, 2 February, 1869

My dear master,

You see in your troubadour a worn-out man. I have spent
a week in Paris, looking up wearisome information (from seven
to nine hours in fiacres every day, which is a fine way to make
money out of literature). Oh, well!

I have just reread my outline. All that I have still to write
horrifies me, or rather disgusts me, so that I want to vomit.
It is always so, when I get to work. It is then that I am
bored, bored, bored! But this time exceeds all others. That
is why I dread so much interruptions in the daily grind. I
could not do otherwise, however. I dragged about at funerals,
at Pere-Lachaise, in the valley of Montmorency, through shops
of religious objects, etc.

In short, I have enough material for four or five months now.
What a big "Hooray" I shall utter, when it is finished, and when
I am not in the midst of remaking the bourgeois! It is high
time that I enjoyed life.

I saw Sainte-Beuve and the Princess Mathilde, and I know
thoroughly the story of their break, which seems to me irre-
vocable. Sainte-Beuve was outraged against Dalloz and has
gone to le Temps. The princess begged him not to do any-
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